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Her Brother—or Her School ?

Usaally one of the first to take part in any fun the Form may have on foot, Polly Linton
is puzzling the Fourth by not participating whole-heartedly in its latest venture. But how
cann the madcap put her heart info a play when she is worried beyond endurance by
Ler brother's threatened expulsion from his school and his chum who is seriously dl?

Facing the Form !

HE Fourth Form class-room at Morcove School
was filled up for a meeting.

Some of tge girls had turned up guite ten
minutes before the ~appointed time. and much
noisy playing about there had becn. The-black-
board-easel was only now being set on its legs
agnin, after being -crashed over, amidst great
hilarity, at the start of all the fun.

By twos and threes, ikose juniors who had
waited for six o'clock to strike came in. Etia
Hararove, Ela Elzood, and Eva Merrick—the
Three E's, as ther were called—now sauntered
jn. Came nlso Elsie Ashby, in company with
Madge Minden and Tess Trelawney, Came good-
looking Cora Grandways, with her * Here I am!”
air, together with her sister Judith.

Pam Willoughby's graceful step brought her
upon the lively scene. Next came Diana Forbes,
looking ns if she were ncbods's iriend in particul-

Cora Grandways’ deceiving shout as she saw
meen-spirited Ursula Wade on the point of enter-
ing. “All stand!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;i

“1 should have said the future cap.,” apologised
Cora, and there were further shrieks of laughter,
causing Ursula to glare angrily.

“Six o'clock!” dinned several of the impatient
ones, “What does Study 12 mean by it?”

But the sudden appearance of Betty Barton,
Form captain, only a few seconds behind timeo
after all, was the signal for great cheering.

. ““Hurrah, the cap.! Bet-ty!”

Not that this ovation for the captain was quite
unmarred by hostile cries, although these were
directed against one girt out of several whe had
come in with Betty Barton.

“Boo!” Polly ~Linten was - greeted, not
altogether in fun. “You don’t mean to say you
are_here, Polly 1" : :

“Havén't you an nnpointmenﬁn with

your
brgther, Polly ?

lar. With so marr girls
now in their places, some -
impatient cries began to go B
up:

*“ Where's Stydy 12z
Where's the captain?”

MARJORIE STANTON

—— Ha, ha, ha”

“QOrder !” requested Betty,
slapping the Form-mistress’
desk at which she would
have to stand, being in the
“chair ” by right of office.

“Here's the cap.!” was



182

Bup the meoting had yet to treat Paula Creel
and Naomer Nakara to a few facetious remarks,

“Go back and do your hair, Paulat Oh, you
untidy girl{? %y A

This, of course, was an allusion to amiable
Paula’s ~ spick-and-span  appearsuce.  Naomer,
having come in chewing an apple;, was asked:-

“Got one for me, Naemer? ~Ugh, greedy!”

Naomer took a last bite at the apple and then
whizzed the core at the best human target. 1t
happened to be Cora Grandways who had caught
the” dusky one’s eye, and the apple-core might
_have caught Cora, only she ducked. Ursula
Wade, suddenly smitten on the ear by the missile,
hissed savagely. Whereupon tlie mecting pealed
with laughter. :

Thump! Betty smote the mistress’ desk for
order.

“Grlg——" .

“Hooray! Yes, Betty, what about it?”

“Well, then—ordert If vow'll all sit down,”
Betty Barton suggested, wiih thag good humour
which made her such an admirable captain.
“Naomer, sit down!™ '™ - .

The meeting stood up again to tell Naomer to
obey the captain. s .

“8it down, Naomer!” ;

“What zo diggings! I am sitting down, aven’t

19" cried Naomer, now that the had ‘violently .

crashed down, thereby shooling her desk-mate on
to the floor. | L

Paula wag the luckless desk-mate, and it has
to’ be recorded that she met with no sympathy ab
alk &R&ﬂ;er Gt‘he revgrse!

“Wow. wp-

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Shame !’ langhed the meeting.

“Insuffewable tweatment!”
being “helped ¥ up at last. *“Js it funny?

The others seemed to think it was.

“Fwivolous cweatures, the lot of you! Naomer,
-pway be: weasonable |- Please move up so—"

“Oh, have all ze jolly room!” cried Naomer,
kneeling on the desk itself, so as to leave Paula
with all the seat. “Qoo, gorjus now I have ze
prand-stand, so, queek, get ze jerk on, Betty!”

There was great tact in Betty’s joining in the

final laughter, which ended in a more or less .

orderly silence:

. _“Well, girls,” she began_ seriously at last, “you
all know why this meeting has heen ealled. When
there's trouble in the Form, it is no use leaving
it to be talked zbout by this group and that,
making a Iot of gossip.”

“ Hear, hear-r-r!”

“S8o I thought it best that we should have this
meeting this evening, and get down to brass
ﬁa'cks.” %

Loud cheers!

“The question before the meeting is: ave we
going on with the play or not%: If we are, then—
1 am saying, girls, if we are—" ~ ;

“If " yelled Cora.

“Order! H'sshl!? ; . .

“(iirls,” said Beity, and there was silenco
again, “Personally, I shall be awfully sorry if
we drop it—" .

“Who wants to drop it?” called out two or
three, evoking the answering shout: .

“Polly doést Boot After ull the trouble we've
tal({leni Ugh, you, Polly!”

~“1 am going to ask Polly to speak in a
minute,” ty announced appeasingly. “Fair
play, gitlsl> .- .

*Hear, hear”

“Yes, bekas——"1
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protested -Paula, i 5
L ‘became gquite silent.

‘about that is it _couldo’t

. be dumped upon the

Every Titesdiy

“Get down, Naomer!™

Thump! from the “chair.” f

“Qrdar!” cried Betty., “If T may just put the
present trouble in a nutshell, girls? Polly wrote
the play, ‘Merrie Moarcove! .We found that it
was a thumpiog good play, and we made up our
minds to produce it, didn’t we? We were all
keen—nobody more so than Polly hersclf1 ’

“ At the start '’ *said & malcontent. 7

Betty nodded, *

“T expected that! Well, now, what's the reason
Polly once or twice has let-us down lately? She
is here, and can speak for herscH. She’ll tell
you, I'm sure, just why shc has put us'in a
muddle at times by faling to show up at re-
hearsals, and all that.” _

“She needn’t!” called ont Diana Forbes. “We
know quite well why it is.” ;

“She wants to see Her brother!” said hall-a-
dozen juniors in chorus, *‘Ha, ha, bal”

“Don't wait, Polly, if yon want to be off I’

“Ha, ha, hal” )

Polly Linton jum;;‘ed up, fierce-eyed and cheeks
aflame. At first, the mceting theught she was
going to stand out to make a sp then she
was secn to be marching to the door, s

“Hooray I’ cheered some, whilst others gave
counter-cries, resulting in sheer u T, i}ut
there was immediate silence when ty ran to

lay a. detaining hand upon Poly’s ehoulders.
“1 must warn the Ferm,” said Betty gravely,

. “the thing has to be setiled one way or the other-

this evening., I call
he'iha chance, girls I

‘his time there was some gcnuine cheering,
affording angry-looking Polly .2 few moments n
which to steady her breathing now that she had
consented to stay. Slowly the crowded room

upon Polly to speak. Give.
i

“J know I have let yau- all down badly more.

than once,” Polly spoke tensely. *All ¥ can say,

be helped. Things

cropped up, and I—I had to see to them, If I
counld go into details, I would; but I-can’t.’”

“Will .it happen again?” inquired Etta Hay-
grove as a well-medning attempt to-reach a satis-
factory understanding. .

“I don’t know! I can imake no promise. Bui
there is this about it,” spoke -on Polly spiritedly.
#The play’s written, and I've done aﬁ & neces-
sary vevisions, and so on. Why not do without
me now?"” T

A dissenting chorus arose: .

“We can’t. You know we can’t, Polly!
about your own purt in it?"”

“¥Yes, bekas all ze funny bits——"

“'Orgcr 17 d I 1

“What ze diggings! suppose I can spik?”
protested Nnome%-, standin, hlx’gh uvpon her desk.
“If T want to spik, I shall spik! Bekas—-"

She got no fur_t’he_l'! being grasped about the
lnces by an athletic junior and lifted down, to
oor,

Whaf

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Then Diana Forbes stood “%'

“T should like to ask Polly Linton: what about _
the offence given to Lady Lundy a few evenings
ago ?” ¥ i 5

“Hear, hear-r-r|” :

“When Lady Lundy came to the sehoel on pur-
Fose" to see how the play was shaping in re-
hearsal,” Diana_ continued, *‘and we could nob
rehearse after all, thanks to Polly’s dodging off *

“‘“¥es, Pelly,” dinned severa - :

“Oh, T kmow,” said Polly. *And I was awfully

sorvy, but—"" § : d
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“Fine log of use being sorry!” sncered Ursula
Wade. .

“On a point of ordah!* beamed Paula, stand-
ing up. “Is it wight for geals who weally havo
no part in the pwojected play to expwess their
opinions 7"

Commotion ! :

“I didn't want to appear too-strict,” said Bettr.
“But I must now remind Ursula Wade she has yet
to pay her sub,!”

Great cheering ! ;

“ Anuzzer thing, on ze point of ordaire—

“8it down, Naomer !’ .

5 "I\fg),‘ bekas, if Paula can spik, so can I!

“Put her out!” 4

“Ha, ha, hat”

The' captain
order.

“Any more of it, girls, and

+

rapped for
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T’ll dissolve the meeting, and
that will bé the end of every-
thing as regards the play.
But, look hero! We don't
want it to be a fizzle-out.
Just * think what the Fifth
Form will say ! Let Polly say
that she is really as keen as
ever, and then—well, we'll
managei” .. : s

Great cheering again. That
“we’ll manage™ of Betty's
. was a phrase for which she
was famous.. :

She turned to Polly,

“You are as keen as ever,
Polly 1" :
. YOf course I'm as keen as

ever,” Polly said. ‘‘How can
any of you suppose for a
moment that I don’t want the
play to be acted? After all, I
wrote it. I'm willing to do
all I can—" : :

“Good enough,” broke in
Betty, and there was some
-clapping. . ‘*“Well, then, girls,
here it is! We don't want to
hang about ail might—"

“No, bekas, refreshm—"

“QOrder ™

“What Neomer meant to
say, I'm sure, was prep.!”
jested Betty, causing a great
burst of laughter. “But now,
girls, 1 propose a vote of con-
fidence in Polly Linton.”

“May I second that, geals,
with the gweatest of plea-
sure?” Paula bobbed up 10
say. ““Unaccustomed as I am to public sp—"

“8it down!” -

“¥es, bekas I second it! What ze diggings!
I third it, any-old-how ! So carry him, uni-nammy-
ninny-lessly, queek !’ shrieked Naomer.

But the hands were going up all over the room,
The girls who I-;e]g; their hands down were not
worth counting. tty, all smiles, promptly said
“Carried 1” and there was great applause.

“And as regards the offence given to Lady
Lundy,” the captain resumed presently, “that
must bo dealt with. Apart from the fact that
we want her to loan the hall of Barncombe Castls
for a matinée in_aid of charity, we can't allow
such a sport as Lady Lundy is to go on being
offended. If the mwceting is agreeable, I'll see
what I can do.” .

3

due.
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“Isn’t it up to Polly 7’ prinned Clora, “She
offended Lady Lundy—the Foirm didn’t!”

Then Betty fired up.

“If the Form wants to take it out of Polly
to the last ounce, then I'm through!” she cried,
with one of her rare flashes of anger. *Does the
Form insist that Polly must settle with Lady
Lundy, or will it leave 1t to me, the captain?”

“You, Betty!” was the response by a big
majoritﬁ.

“Right, then!” .

It was an end to all the ill-feeling against Polly
that had been in-the air these last few days. On
a suggestion by Betty that they might as well
stay on for a bit, usefully disoussing various .
matters connected with the play, there was fresh

1 must write to Lady Lundy,” Polly said stoutly. ** 8he knows it
was ! who offended her, and it is from me that the apology is

1 can’t let you do it for me, Betty, thanks all the same!"™

cheering, Some of it was for Polly, as sha
returned to her seat. . .
Harmony reigned again, and when at last the

meeting broke up, some of the juniors had to give ..

a few mischievous runaway knocks at the doors
of Fifth Form studies, they felt zo full of beans!

Polly—Apologising !
“TOETWEMELY gwatifying!” was Paula's
beaming comment on the oulcome of the
meeting as sho foated into Study 12, to
occupy the best armchair. ~

“Yes, bekas— Good job!” rejoiced Naomer,
dancing around. “We are going to do ‘ Merry
Morcove,” after all. Opening chorus, every-

body,” she requested, seizing a ruler with which
to beat time. “Oh— .
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“We 'are ze girls of Morcove School,
Of Morcove, mérry Morcove |”

“Hrep!” said Polly, taking the ruler away from
the imp, “And -don’'t forget—you haven't done
any prep. yet!”

Naomer made a swoonin, .collapse into her -

chair at the study-table. With an air of martyr-
dom she got her books aut, and at the same fime
Paula sighingly heaved up from the armchair . to
come to the table and work, = -

¥ - was - a cquiet  settling-down; that mcant
Study 12 was not in-its normal mood even now.
Why? S_im})]y that Polly was not quite her mad.
cap self, although she certainly did seem to Betiy
to he fecling better after that meeting. Not
juite 5o grumpy! : ' . 2y

Tor the best part of an hour the captain and
lier three co-tenunts of Study 12 kept at their
lessons,” Then Naomer, telling Paunla to put her
hooks away for her, went away with a 3u§ dor
hoiling *water, Naomer’s latest fancy was_for a
‘eup of cocoa ““last thing” every evening. Paula,
her own “prep.” finished, resorted to the best
armehair again,  with si A )

““Betty,” said Polly, laying down her pen.

“Yes, dear 1 o0 3 X
.Y shali‘ tackle. Lady Lundy.”

“Oh, but—"" : e : 2

“1t was awfully good of you to offer, but you
heai,"d what Cora said at the meeting?® It’s up to
me, e Dh - : ;
. “Who cares what Cors says, Polly? No, you
“leave it to—" , : s i . 5

“1 shall not,” refused Polly flatly. It wouldn’t
be fair. 'Y don’t suppose I can get to see -Lady

Lundy, so 1.must write, She knows that it was

=l my doing, and it's from me that an apology

A 4 OB, all 2ight!” - Botiy
3t - dear—— , 1ight - gave

in :b}ith,é'}i', for she did nobt want an argument.

1 would only reopen wounds.that were healing.
b 1] Imocg off & letter now; best to get it
done, although it’s too late fer to-night’s post,”

remarked. Polly, laying a .sheet of notepaper .on
her pad, “There’s heaps to do to-morrow.”

“Yeou've your ‘hands full, and no mistake,
Polly,” said Betty. “Bot I can’'t help feeling

awlully glad that we are going on with the play,
although, what with one thing -and another, you
must find . a strain, Er—-I- didn’t. remind. the,
_mieeting that Dave . Lawder is so ill, at Grange.
moor Bchool” e P T e .

“I'm glad you didn’t,” responded Polly tersely.
“Dave’s ilincss hasn’t been the cause of my lot-
“ling down-the Form. I'm terribly sorry about
Dave; but, then, so-are they all.”
© - “He's .a little beiter now, anyhow, according
~to the last news we had over ‘the .’phone,”
exclaimed Betty thankfully, ks

Polly nodded, oL

“Yes, that's a jolly good job. Ii's because of
my brother. that I've rather played the girls
about, as they know. If I oouig have explamed
I must tackle ‘this letter,” she broke
off, dipping her pen in the ink.

Naomer, coming in_ presently with a steaming
jug, received a warning look from the captain
to make not a sound. Wherenpon Naomer, hay-
ing worked her eyebrows up and down interroga-
‘tively and received more warning signs in answer,
tiptoed round to the corner cupboard. Opening
it. without a sound, Naomer started to try to make
cups of cocoa in a stealthy -manner. “A spoon
tlinked presently..

“Hrrrp? growled Polly, chewing the top of
her penhelder

——— But
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hs of “pwofound welief.”

* ting them -down. And, ef coursé, they

Every Tuesday

“Qh, dash!” she suddenly- flared cut, although
there was dead silence. ) :

Hitching baclk ber chair, she jumped up, took i °

the half-written letter from the pad.and marched
away. with it, - i . i
In the otherwise deserted library, hali an hour
later, Poll{l finished writing a letter. She read it
through—then tore it up.
. All wrong! Oh, it was a footling business tiy-.
ing to write a lengthy letter in the third person.
8he could only make it sound a stupid rigmarole.

and, anyhow, what was the wuse of only *half Y '

explaining ? If that sort of thing had done no
good. where the Form was concerned, it certainly
would do no good with Lady Lundy. '

be,  Bhe had Eerfeet quict around-her here in the
library.- She'had written *“Merry Morcovo »—the
whole of it—under the most.{rying conditions,

: i Polly sat at the library sable, as glum as could e
e,

and had written it easily I But what to write to -

Lmj]% undy now-—— o

“*Oh, dash!” she sighed, shuffling her feet. - -
But because she . was ‘the girl she was, Polly -

would not eonsider leaving it to Betty, after all

No. Those who made trouble must be the ones to

clear it up. What was more, the cleaning up

must not be postponed until the morning.

- These were times when one did not know, from

hour to _hour, what might happen. next; It was

- a heart-in-mouth existence for Polly on aceount of

news that might come through from Grangemoor.
School .at any minute. She might hear Jack had
linished at Grangemoor: It would. be .a fitting.
climax to the the feud between him and that pre-
fect who had long borne him a grudge—one final
row, in_which the prefect, as a: prefect, would

. be-upheld by the school authorities, whilst Jack

—— - Oh, to think that her own brother might at:
any moement be goaded into doing something that"
would mean expulsion I * e :
- Or, again, it mi%ht be. news of Dave’s having
a relapse. He had been so terribly ill—poor Dave!
—it was called being “a little better ” now that
he was no longer at _death’s door. o b
8tilt alone in the library, pen idle in her hands, .
Polly was absent in spirit, as it were, for several
minutes,  She was at that other school, one of the

. great Public schools for boys: she was with her

brother, helpless victim of that prefect's meroci-
less dislike; she was with her brother’s best chirmr, -

the boy whe was lying almost wneonscious in a.

“ward 'of the san. . Brothor and brother's chwm

alike—how well she could visualise them to-night!: .

Hark! That was some of the girls down at tho
music-room, now that there was some free time
between *prep.”” and prayers, e, ‘at_tho

piano, runmning over some of the “Merry Mor-
Y

cove ” tunes for. the vest. ;

Ji_was a reminder for her, Polly, of how the
girls’ enthusiasm for the play had beed revived '
this evening. She had been forgiven, on tho
understanding that_there would be no more let-

: could see
no earthly reason why she should let thém down
any more. - Dave—Dave was geiting better. Jack
—a_big, popular chap like Jack! Just as if he
coulda’t fight his own battle, if there was a battle!

But, -ah, ‘they did not know! Even Betty did
not know! . !

“8till1* Polly cxclaimed, and shrugged her
shoulders.. Polly was not one to bemean her own
fate, whatever it might be.

She - dipped ‘her pen and
formal and brief: :

“Miss Polly Linton begs to apologise to Lady
Lundy for what happencd a few cvenings ago,

bégan o fresh note,
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“As the blame for it all
rests entirely with Miss Polly
Linton, she is confident that
her ladyship will not allow
the Form as a whole to suffer,
as it must de if it is made
to fecl that it has lost that

friendly interest which Lady
" Lundy has always taken in
the school.”

Polly frowned at the care-
fully written note. as it
right, or was it only pomp-
ous? Anyhow, she couldn's
improve upon it., What more
could one say than that onc
accepted all the blame, and
that one still hoped—for the
Form’s own sake—that per-
mission to perform the play
at Barncombe Castle would
be given? - i

“Or should I have addeéd
something about the loss to
a desterving cause if the play
isn'é performed there? Oh,
I ocan’t write any morel”
Polly settled.  “Tt must go
as it is!” 7 .

The bell was ringing the
school down to prayers as she
scaled and stamped the letter,
so it did not seem worth
while reburning to Study 12.

Into the post-box on the
ground floor she shot the note
a  minute later, thinking:
“I#’H_go in' the morning—if
only I could go, too!"

But Bazncombe -was otf of -
bounds to her at present. She
was virtually gated, the head-
mistress having made that
the punishment for the offence
given to Lady Lundy. And
had any girl at any time, Polly wonderced, found
the westraint of a *“geting” so hard to enduve?

No going into Barncombe—at the very time
when she stood in desperate need of going into
the town! So urgent was her need that she would
have felt like breaking bounds, but there was a
thought to ‘detcr even her impetuous  nature.
Jack was liable enough to be =ent home any day
in disgrace from his school. She must be very
careful, then, that she did not get sent home from
Morcove!

She was standing about, after posting the letter,

waiting for alt” the other girls to come careering’

downstairs, when Miss Everard appeared.

“Well, Polir, what did it all come fto in the
end—that babel I heard from the classroom a
while age o

“0Ohb, we are going on with the play, that's all,
Miss Everard.”

“You are? Capital ! commented the Form-
mistress.  “So. then, supﬁosing I put in a word
for you, Polly, with Miss Somerfield? Tie
Form’s playwright and all the rest of it—gated!
Doesn’t seem right, does it? But 1 don’t mean
by that that you didn't deserve the gating!”

“I know you don't, Miss Everard,” Polly re-
sponded, with only the ghost of her ordinary smile,
“Y deserved it right enongh, I suppose.”

Miss Everard pave her a dismissing pat that
was full of affectionate indulgence.

ff Have you any
perhaps 7' she asked.
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Suddenly the dress

maker’s daughter looked intently at Polly.
i t

School, miss A brother

Poily coloured up. Did this girl suspect

why she had come 7 she wondered.

“T'll see what I can do, Polly. Girls—girls,
less noise there!”

For they were all coming down now, the juniors
not the least boisterous by a long way! Nor were
they Miss - Everard’s own Fourth-Formers who
paid most heed to her rebuke. Anything but!
Unless Miss Everard was mistaken, she could
hear a certain refruin from “Merrie Morcove »’
being hummed in chorus whilst the juniors lined
up in hall.

“Merrie Morcove | ,

What an irony it was that Polly, inventor of
that catchy titlo for her great play, should be find-
ing life at Morcove anything but merry just at
present !

A Half-Hollday Visit !

UT next morning there was a relief for Polly
in the shape of a reprieve from the rest of
the “gating.” And what a rclief that

meant | - .
Short of news that Dave was definitely on the
road to recovery, or that Jack had come off with
fiying colours after a decisive battle with prefect
Rennard, she could have wished for nothing
better. o
Frce to go into Barncombe again!
In other words, free to carry out that strange

'mission which her bother had asked: her to carry

out—a mission of Inquiry, the result of which
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would be certain to decide his fate one way or
the other. He liad said so in his letter instruct-
ing her what to do. 3

f only she could find out if the tenants of
No, 5, Tanner’s Lane, Barncombe, were related
to Gerald Rennard, it might mean everything to
Jack—tlie difference between his unmerited down-
fall at Grangemoor School and the desérved
dethronement of a tyrant—that detestable prefeet,
abusing his superior position so abominably where
Jack was concerned. - ;

Tt was alter the midday dimissal that Polly had . -

word *from Miss Everard that the “gating ” had
been called off. The Form-mistress kept Polly
hehind for a minute when the class was trooping
away. - ot
Al'vterwnr-ds, Polly raced upstairs liké hor real
madecap. self again. She whirled into Studﬁ 12
in a way that even Naomer could not have
excelled.  Only the captain was there,
““Betty—this afternoon!” panted Polly. “Ii's.
a halfer, and—and you can let me off games,

can’t you? Just been . told—can go into Barn-’

combe—any of the usual times.”

“Sggendid'!-- ‘And you want ‘o go into"Barn-
combe, ‘do you 1> 5 g et R

“Well, yes, I do?”

“"Um! For the same reason that made you
.go off that time when you should have stayed
around for rehearsal?” i

“Yes, Betty,” Polly admitted. “I wish I could
explain, but veally things are like that.”

“Qh, if you don’t tell ' me I know. it must simply
be becanse you can’t. As to the hockey team—of
course, I can find a substitute, Polly. \
asly smile, “you won't forget that we are rehocars-
ing after tea?” . o

“1 won't forget, Betty.” .

“TI mean to say—if you do!” was the captain’s
~emiled warning, and Polly laughed. She could
laugh again now. .

“Y know. Even ihe capiain couldn’t save me
from- the rest of tho Form! But I will be back
in good time for rehcarsal, Betty. I make no
promise. I simply say that nothing shall prevent
me.- I won’t let. 1t this time—not even—"

Polly weuld have broken off there, biting a lip,
oven if Naomer had not.danced in, as she did,
unwillingly partncred by Paula, and singing at
the top of hér voice:

“QOh, we are ze. gitls of Morcove School,
Of Morcove, Merrie Morcove !”

“ And what about -Lady Lundy ?”. inquired the
dusky one, - “ Any news yet?” % )

*Yes,””. Polly jested. - ‘‘Before lending the.castlo
for a matinée, her ladyship wishes to know
whether you are taking part. If so, it’s all off1”
© “Bekas why?” demanded Naomer warmly.:
“You say, queeck, Poily!”

“Tor the periecﬁly obvions weason,” Paula
Creel carried on the jest chucklingly, “‘you are
much too - chstwepewous—much too— Wow!
pr!”' 5 0 : ; i i p

“Bekas you  are much too cheeky, sce?”
Naomer said, having slammed the amiable . duffer
into the armchair and started to pummel her.
“Hallo! What ze diggings!. Ze jolly old leg of
z0_chair looks.as if he 1s coming off at last1”

Polly blithely stepped to the open window.

“This- is a lovely day, girls.- Like spring!
Surely .Dave must be much better to-day!”

.. “He'll go on all right,- Polly, dear,” predicted
~ /Betty, with youthful optimism, “and be about
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_ scenery. Oh,

- “mistress of the wardobe "—was she ever any-

* this afternoon;

But;” with .

Every- Taesday

again in time to atiend our play, cven if ke hasn’t '™
been able to take part in it. 'Poor Davel It *
would be a good idea to put off doing the play /.
until-a week later than was intended—only that {
mustn’t mean getting slack with 1the rehearsals¥¥: "
Polly nodded. By can
“Oh, no! Well, T wunt to see Tess about -the -
and I must sec Pam -about the
costumes ! 2 3 i S sy
“Tiven Tess, touchy as .she usually was, was in
fine humour. to-day. An interview betwoen the
schoolgirl playwright and the. schoolgirk . scene-
painter passe&y off quiet smoothly. As for Pam,

thing but_serene? , o
“Pam, I wonder,” began Polly, flitting in upon ;
her, “would you mind # we gave swue of the
costuine-making and all that to somebody FPve:
heard of in Barncombe? A dressmaker—a widow-
with a daughter—and I don’t faney much worl
comes -their way.” ;
“By all means, Polly? Just tcll me 1he woman's - -
name, and I can run in fo see her, after games,
: Of course, Td be back in time for - .-
the rehocarsal, after tea.” -
“Oh—er—T'm going te see the woman,” blurted
out Polly. **You don’t mind, Pam?”-—hastily.
“I know it’s your department really, bat—er——".
“You do as you please, Polly!”
“That is nice of you. Pam!” o,
But, as Polly was saying to herself, where were -5
ihe girls who were not being partientarly nice to .
lier to-day? JIgnore Cora Grandways, Diana
Forbes and Ursula Wade, and there were none!t.

After the aggrieved attitude of the Form in

- general over a.most trying peried of scveral days,
4 was:like a change ;::%m dark

as; skies to- blue.
Polly rode_ away to  Barmcombe directly after’
dinner, fecling greatly heartesed. . X
She was a girl who difnot easily get “down.’?1 ;"
But lately troubles had come -upon, her “mat-}
singly, but in whole battalions.” Never mind! ¥
Morcove for her was “Merrie Morcove ¥ again.
Now to see if she could net do such good work, ;
in the next hour or so, that Grangemoor Schopl
would once more become as happy a place as ever
for Jack! . g
The larks were singing in_the blue, and the -
flowering gorse was full of trilling linnets. Po]ﬁ" Lo
as she whirred along on her bieycle, was not with-. . ..
out a_thought of Dave—a hopeful thought. She
felt sure that strength must be tiding back to him- °
on a day like this, with sunshine streaming in af
the open windows of his ward, and this delicious
breeze reaching his fever-wasted cheeks e W
So, her spirits mounting, she got to Ne. 5, '
Tanner’s Lane, and as soon as she - knocked it
seemed to her that to-day she was in luck. Seme-:
body was at home this time, hurrying forward
to_the street door. = 3
Next instant that door was opened by a well-
rown girl, whose eyes seemed to )iﬁt up hope-
ully at sight of Polly. Thére was a hint of wist-
ful eagerness:in her voice as she said: - x
“Good afternoon,” miss. You wish to see my
mother 7 el .
.“Is Mrs. Marlowe in?”
“I’m sorry, she isn’t. She is out working
to-day.” .. B * 3
“Perhaps T can see vow about—about things,’
suggested Polly, and the other girl nodded eageriy_ .
and vowced a respectful: “Will' yon come in, .
please 7 .- 3 »
It was the tiny front room of the poor EHitle .
home to which Polly was admitted. Although
kept very tidy, it was much-more ¢f a works

3




- ‘suspense about the reason. for this visit.

o noddin,

" must str £l
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i room than a cosy parlour. A - treadle sewing-
» machine took up a good deal of room, and one
corner was curtained off as a dust-free. hanging-
place for work ‘in the making. There was no
piano, but Polly instantly noticed the brass
- music-stand such as violinists use. Then she
noticed a violin-case, put aside in a corner. )
Polly. was offered a seat, and.she accepted itf,
aware of Mrs, Marlowe’s daughter being in great

“Does it mean work?” was most certainly ‘the

gil's anxious thought,

Question and Answar!
« OU 'have that card in the window,” began
Poll{, towards it. “Dressmaking.
Well, I—— Perhaps you can tell from my
clothes 1.belong to Morcove School.”

. “Yes, miss. % know it. I have walked out that
“way once or twice.” B ;

“Then you haven’t always lived
combe 7’ smiled Polly.

. She wanted it to appear a perfectly casual

remark. Jack's letter had emphasised - that she

must not reveal anxiety to find out what she had

to find out, if she could. .

. “No, miss—not long,” answeved the dress-

maker’s ‘daughter; her . eyes - turning aside.

« Mother was never wwell in'London, so we thought

we would try to got a living somewhere near the
. 'And she rea%ly is- much stronger now.”

. “That's good. By the way, I called the other

;la.y, but you were both out. I suppose you go
‘out to-work ab times?” .
{ ~“Whenever I can. Yes, miss. Perhaps you
j wonder that I am not in a post of some sort or
f other,” but- there. are reusons.”

.“0Oh, I could never imagine your idling at
home at your mothei’s cxpense, if that’s what
you fear,” Polly hastened to say. “Er—we ate

ofting up a play at the school, and, of course,
that means a lot of work with stage costumes.

in Barn-

to take on some of it?” . Py

“0h, miss, mother weould be delighted! She is
such a splendid neediewoman! She ought to get
more of it, instead of baving to take housework.
It isn’t that we look down on ihe dailﬁ work,
either of us; but what we are trying to do between
us is to keep on our little home, and--and—" -
*] can quite - understand,” mnodded Polly.
“That means you have 1o refuse posts that might
be quite good ones!  Perhaps you have only cach
other now?"” . o R e
The dressmaker’s daughter did not answer this
guestion, i ' aF.

“Theroc are

So. T—er—I wondered: if your mother would lLiko .

we feel we

1

1
vaguely, “And if only we can hold out until
the summer—— o
- *That’s it!"” nodded Polly encouragingly. “The
. holiday season! Barncombe gets its fair share

‘of “visitors, you'll find. Well, then, your mother "

. ovould help with the stage costumes?”

“ Miss, she would be ever so glad!”

“You must tell me the best time to ﬁm'].l':er.'-'

in,” Polly rattled .on genislly, “and T'll be along
n&m’n, bringing another girl—the' one who is_our
official costume designer and all that. I didn't

. get her to come to-day as—well,. T thought T would"

Lusf: inquire myself frst. - Bubt your mother will
ve Pam Willoughby to-talk. things over with.
- One_of the nicest girls in our Form—Pam Wil-
loughby, She lives at Swanlake.” ¥ou may have
heard of her people?” . N =5~ & [
.- ““8wanluke, miss?”
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Uthan she could

“too far a

-7 *
: r :
e along like this,” she murmured -
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“I can tell you have only been in the district a
very little while?’ .laughed Polly. “Swanlake—
not far from Grangemoor. ~ You must have heard
of Grangemoor? Thers’s & big schoel there—a
boy’s school.” : b Y S %

Was she mistaken, or had the dressmaker’s
&at%hter become slightly agitated at the mention
of Grangemoor Sc¢hool? - 35
“¥es, miss, I know there is a great Public
school for boys at Grangemoor,” came the steady
remark at last. “We have never been that way,
mother and I1.” - i g a

Polly stood up as if ready to go, but at heart
she was determined to feel her way further with
this girl—carefully, in case some  rashly-uttered
word should betray her longing to find out +what
might be a jealouﬂy-guarfcd secret—that -some-
tfgt'np{ Jack had said might mean everything to

im ! i
Suddenly the dressmaker’s daughtor looked
Polly straight in the face.
_“Have you any relations at Grangemoorx, miss?
A brother, perhaps 1’ = 2 .
. For the life of her Polly could not help colour-
ing up. She could no more voice an_ untruthful
“No 7 to the questiori that had been fired at her
. retort: “Have. you?” ° Oh,
dash! she fumed mentally; here was a nice thing!
It looked as if already this girl had suddenly
suspected just what it would be fatal for her to
find out—that somebody at Grangemoor had asked
Ler, Polly, to come here and try to probe a secret.
“You will excuse me, miss, I hope,” faltered the
dressmaker’s- daughter after a great pause. “I
shonld not have been :so—so inquisitive, - It was
rudeyof me.,” T : 5
“Not at all,” Polly could smile, in great relief.

© “As a matter of fact, my school—er—has very

little t6 do with Grangemoor as a rule. They're

rt, really, for anything like——"*
“Yes, Grangemoor is a long ride from hére,"”
exclaimed the other girl; and she seemed -to<say
t 3

it thankfully, “Yet,” ‘with fresh uneasiness,

- from Grangemoor come info Barncombe!’.

- “Not often,” said Polly, with apparent careless
ness. “They are only allowed so far in a parly,
I fancy, and the}';' have to have a. prefect with
them, which rather annoys them sometimes, I
expect. Of:coumse, it depends upon the prefect.
Some are all right, no doubt.”™ . b s
She nearly, in her impetuous way, added: “I
know one who isn’t—Gerald Rennard " i 2
. “It must be a great shame when the boys got
a harsh prefect over them,” murmured the dress
maker’s dau*hter'reﬂecbi\'ely. g, L ad
" Polly laughed, . 5 g r
““He gets short shrift when he’s found out, that’s
one blessing? . And the sooner the better, don't
you think? Well, then—er—by the way, what's
vour full name? I’'d like to have it.” Polly
again put a check upon her tongue.

“ Violet -Marlowe, miss,”

“Violet! How nice! Well—er—I shall sce you
again, Is it you who plays the fiddle?” - - .
7 like to keep on with my music, miss—yes.”

They were passing out to the styeet door.
““Mother will be in after five every. day next
week,” said Violet Marlowe, unlatching the door,

“I will tell hor that you ealled, of course: And
as for the dressmaking—you may be sure that she
will take the greatest pains.” : ’

“Right-ho! 'Then that’s that!”

. But it wasn't, Polly realised only too well, what
she had come to find out. “What had she found
‘ong? Nothing except that Violet Marlowi seemed
to have seemed glad that Grangemoor School was
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prefects had left her reflective. Not so bad for a
heginning, perhaps; but oh, if only one could have
tound out more! ; B e
hen, as she wheeled her bieycle towards
-ﬂiﬁh S’treet; something had a reviving effect upon
Poliy’s spirits again: Perhaps it was the warm
sunshine. - Favvies 8 o B2
“Just as if I eould have expected to do better
than I have!” she said to herself. “It is some-
thing to have ‘got acquainted with Violet - Mar-
lowe—and to be surve of further meetings. It’s a
good idea getting the mother to make some of the
. staﬁge costumes. They need. the money,-one . can
tell,” -, - = ;
. The two_of them, struggling. along like that,
‘in one of Barncombe's mean by-streets, thankful
for any work that came their way; and yet—
‘velated to Gerald. Rennard? = Strange, if that
really was the case! But was it? At the next
meeting she must try-to find: out. It-had simply-
got- to be found out,  for Jack had said -that,

‘strange as it might seem, to be able to prove the °

existence of a relationship would mean an end to
all his troubles. ] ) .
“To-morrow—no, I can’t sce Violet again to-
- morrow,” Polly mused as she mounted her machine
in the suuny High Street.. “Sunday. But why
shouldn’t ]iam and I, after tea on Monday, biko
1n am P
As abruptly as that her’ thoughts hroke off;
whilst her machine gave a sudden wobble, A
huge. car was going slowly by, and it was the
cause of Polly’s nearly  fallin
to find that the lady riding in | 1e.motor was lean-

ini towards a-window 10 give her a stiling nod."

gy Eundvds ., Dol iBel TLVE St .
“Then I'm forgiven! ' Oh, hooray! Hurrah!”
Polly was™ inwardly . cheering next moment.
“That’s another bit of Ih.ck to-day! Oh, things
are looking ‘up altogether! I shall be: hearing
. from her, to say we can give the play at the
castle. after alll” g C

‘What "with her almost tearful ]oy ﬁaki_ng the

sunny High Street go all swimumy. to  her eyes,
and “the' number - of people ‘and ‘vehicles in tho
street, ‘Polly. could rict get-along fast until she was
clear of the town, ’ EL i
. the ‘open . road ugein, however, how she
long? ‘Study. 12's wadeap; the. composer

On
while

of “Meirie_Motcove,” riding honie: to the school”

at tug speed. ta be in time to see the finish of the
match, bhave an carly tes, and after that—a
rehearsalt .~ " . = : :

. . Bad News! - = .

THE game was in its second balf when Polly
& :reached the school’s playing-field. .
.- Unobtrusively she * joined: the onlookers,

 watching. tier Form's team battling hard: against -
keen® rivalry, without the:
faintest irace of bad t'euhng_even by the side that

the Fifth, "It~ was

was one goal down, -

Polly had looked on foi & ougla of minutes .

before anything came of the breathless, rushing
conflict, Then a goal was scox:ed——a%:tim by - the
juniors. They were now two up, which meant
. top. of Polly’s own personal appivess, this grand
- bit of work by her Form-mates was just too. much

that the matelr was ce:tn.inlg thewrs. Coming. on.

for her to appieciate silently. . i 7
“Gonll” she vociferated deliriously, and then
Beity -and others, favoured with “a. moment’s
breathing gpace, looked her way.
“Polly—back ~ already!. Bravo,
beard -themn sipging’ out. -
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a6 far off -as it was, and that casnal allusion to.

‘was reason enough for

‘could” see all the girls making for t

_off her machine.

PollyI”  she

Every Tuesday

‘The white bail came into vlay again; but Polly~
had a sudden brainwave, and seam to the
i e tea-things

schoolhouse, to fly upstairs and ‘get
out in Study 12, - - "

She knew that. it would be nice for tea to be
on the table. when Betty came in from the field,
bringing others with her. . Besides, the sooner tea
was over, the sooner they could see about that -
rehearsal. ' o :

Polly was singing to herself as she rattled out
the creckery. and jingled spoons into saucers.
That was how sho felt now—able to hum or sing -
Dbits from “Merrie Morcove * as blithely as other
girls had been_doing, on and off; ali day. Why
not? That smile from Lady Lundy, coming after
a promising -first meeting with Violet Marlowe,
heerfulness,

Yes; things were looking wp. Rome was not
built m-a day. Jack had said that she must find
out what he.wanted to know concerning the Mar-
lowes as soon as possible; at the samé time, he

- bad impressed upon her the need for great fact.

So she could not expect to do too much all ab
once. ” .

Presently she went to the window, her table
laying fimished. The' match was over, and she -
school-
house, The afternoon was still as sunny as ever,
with a genial breeze to make it seem like spring.

. The schoolhouse knew again the eld efter-games
riot made by girls coming up to their studies and
to tea. - Study doors slammed; laughter and cries. -
of “Ses you. after tea!” were in. the air. Into )
Study 12-'came Betty, flushed and eyes a-sparkle,’
Naomer and others flocking behind. i

“You didn’t get another goal after the one I
saw ?” Polly said, in a teo- to-be-true tone,

. “We did! cried Betty, shying her hockey stick
into a corner. “TFour goals to their one I =

“We. beat zem to a jolly old frazzlel” yelled .
Nuomer. “Bekas—-2ll togezzor: . -

“Wo are zo girls of Morcove School, T
Of Morcove, jolly old Morecove 1’

“I.don’t allow any variation of my. copyright 1
said - Polly. severely. “As to .the match, it only

thows what you can do when you don’t have mel?. .

“Yes, wather! I mean,” Paula hastily amended

~the absent-minded remark. *The twuth is, Polly,: .

deah, we were all in gweat form. - The fwiendly
feoling at pwesent pwevaili )
dom iwom stwife, bai Jove—the— Ow, wowp %"

“Sorry, but you should keep your. feet out of-
ze way,” said Naomer. “ Polly, what shout Lady
Lundy? Any news?®”

“¥Yes, Polly?” clamoured others. 4

Polly’ beamed.

-“She passed me in her car in the High Street.
Such a sweet smile! So I _suppose it will.be all
right, girls.” EE 5 . .

- “Gorjus ! Bokas;-ze best of performing at ze

tle, they always give you such jolly good
refresherments.” - ; . 4 :

-Someone looked in at the open doorway. It
was Elsie Ashby. . o v :
“Is Polly there? Good! * You are going to' -
keep an eye on her, Betty. Remember, there’s
the rehearsal Y)\"esénﬂy 1 od .

‘Whereupon - Polly tipped Paula out.of the arm- -
chair and plumped info it herself. . :

“Here I am—here 1 gtay$ she announced.
“My compliments to all the others, Elsie, and I-
shall be in the music-room at four-fifteen, prompt.” -

“Glad to hear it,”’ jested back Elsie, and she .

scampered away.,

, what?  The fwee- - -
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“Tea-ca ! yelled Naomer, drawing up her own
chair to the attractive table. .

They gatheréd round, and Betty’s pouring oub
for all was soon done. It may have been rather
a rushed tea, on account of the coming rchearsal,
but it was pono the less substantial,

Afterwards, willing hands made light work of
the clearing away, and then—never mind whether
other girls were already going down to the music-
room. Betty & Co. made {or it in lively fashion,

By being before the appointed time, they thus
escaped the aticntions of sundry members of the
¥ifth Form, who materialised on a staircase land-
ing just as the rest of the rehearsalists were
coming down.

The Fifth Form would never have owned te feel-
ing a little sore over that terrible whacking on
the games field, but the juniors felt sure that
it had something to do with this revived scoffing.

“This way to the circus,” said one Fifth-Former,

“Hurry up! You'll be late!™ said another.
“Polly’s really therc this time!” %

“TIs it a retbearsal?”’ asked o third teaser, ‘I
so, we'll go for a walk. Come away, girls! My
nerves ‘won't bear it.”

“Fnter chorus—exit audience

“Ha, ha, hal” 5

To all of which, and much_ else -in the same
strain, the juniors showed a bland indifference,
doubtless very annoying to the Fiith.

“Take your -places, picase! Opening  chor
Polly wagz loudly requesting presently, and
1'1101!3 sorted ~itself out accord-
ingly.

Madge was at the piano,
serious enough to be an object
of amusement to the more mis-
chiovous members of the chorus,
Polly held a blackboard pointer
to serve as conductor’s baton.-
She raised it—then lowered. it,
glaring at Naomer,

“You'll o to the back,
Naomer! Keep your feet still
for once!”

The dusky one came strictly
to attention, head up, eves to
the front, breath held behind
compressed lips. In this state
she was fast ewelling to bursi- .
ing pomt when Polly began to
beat time. One—two!

Flop! All DMadge’s manu-
script music unluckily fell off
the piano at this moment.

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“Ugh!” * Polly stamped, and
she ran a hand through her
hair. ““And I suppose thats
wWhat it will be when Lady

. Lundy is herel _Now then—
now!  One—two—three!” she
struck up,

But there was another hitch.

At the very instant when the
opening  ““Oh!” of the curtain-
raising ‘chorus -was due, the
wmusie-room door opened, and in
walked Jack Linton!
_ Polly herself might have been
a few seconds behind all the
other girls in recognising who
the intruder was, for her back
was to the deorway. But there
was an instantaneous chorus of
“Jack! It's Jack Linton!”

19

mean——="*
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Potly tooked anxiously at her brother. *Gh, Jack, you don’t
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Flishing round, sho almost dropped the baton,
so staggered did she feel.

“Hooray! It's your brother, Folly!” she was
dinned at, “Coming to take part after all!”

“Corjus I’ shrieked Naomer, breaking ranks to
prance across to Jack. ‘“‘Hip, pip! 'Bekas—"

“Hallo, girls!” Jack managed to make himself
heard genially, ™ Miss Everard said I would -find
you just stariing a rehearsal, Well, Polly!”

““Jack!” she gasped as if che could hardly
believe it was he. “But—but—-"

. “Bit of a surprise, ch?” he chuckled,
it a quite natural chuckle?

Polly felt that it was not. She scrutinised hi:
face, 'and there came the further disquieting feeling
that the smile was a forced one. )

“Does it really raean, Jack, that you are able
fo take part in the play after all?” Betty asked

But was

_eagerly.

“What does it imean, Jack?” panted Polly,
“You—you haven't———~" Her look completed
the question: “Broken bounds again?” - -

“Er—I'm afraid I'm not stopping,” he informed
them all gravely. “Only wish I could! But—er—
Polly, I must sce you at once if—if the girls can
exense you? I've got sad news for vou!”

Polly: turned pale. There ‘were serious locks
everywhere In a second she was walking outside
with “him ) ;

But Jack was already going out with Polly,
and the inquiry went unanswered. This rendered
it a suddenly quiet room which brother and sister

mean i've got a fortnight more. at Grangemoor,

that’s alf I Jack said, between cienched .teeth.



¥g0
quitted  together, to face cach other outside the
closed door, . '

“How is Dave?” asked Polly tensely. -

“Wel, Polly—well,” he hesitated and fumbled
the cap he held, “it’s on account-of Dave that I
~—that they’ve sent me over in & car’™

“Oh§” She drew back a step. “ A-—a relapse T

< - Her hrother nodded. - .

“He's pretty bad; Polly, He took a. sort of—

sort of sinking twn this morning. Funny,” Jack

gulped, “‘the only word they've had from him.

sinee then was my name and yours, Seemed to
want us.”?

Pally turned away, puiling a hand up to her
white _face. en she turned to Jack again,
with inquiring eyes. He resumed: 24

“They let me out of morning school to go and
se¢ him; but he dide't know ‘me then. - Now
they've sent me in a car to fetch you. His
guardian seemed to think you ought to come.
Polly—Polly, eld girl, —T'm sorry. You know
Dave, the pal he’s been, I only wish that I, not
he, was lymmg there!” Y 4

“Not expected to live?” she breathed.

“Not; expected to live,” her brother answered
hinskily. : .

i E : Called 'Aw;ay !
~ . A GAIN, for. one. brief instant, Polly stoad
twrned away, a hand masking her blanched
fage. ¥ ¢ o-oan T §oE
Then, with a visible effort, she pulled herself
together and looked at Jack, who was blinking
gueerly at nothing in partiuu‘.a_r&,/ .
' “Rightl PH eome,” :he seid quietly. “The
cak’s “wailing 17 - - ¥

“And s all right. Miss Everard has gone. to
‘tell. Miss Somerﬁeiﬂ. ¥ou may have to stay the

night. - But the Head's wife will sce to that, Pelly. - -

You don’'t need to stay .to 'pack t-hig."’_
P %0h, nét Just s moment.” And Polly, open-
© .ing the music-room door,
“you come & second iE )
. Then* Betty 'came out, and only to see the
brother and sister- looking so- upset “was enough
for her. - - F i - g
i “0h, the poor boy!? she said, as if she had
been told all. - “How dreadful - i
“Betty, I've got to go over to Grangemoor.
Fancy, he wanted me, with Jack,” Polly said
humpily. “ Well, we always have been such chums,
About the rehearsal-—-"" 5 .
- ““Oh, vou don’t want to bother about that, dear.
We shall ‘eall:jt off, of course,” :
. “Yes, But it scems ns if
Eet me
Jack 1’
'. And as promptly: ‘as

music-room, to ‘break the sppalling neéws.

¥ sdemed to Polly that she was coming ot

‘of a stunned state at last, to find herself in the
cax with her brother. Already they were upon the
cross-eountry - road, “and- the motor was .almost
bounding over tha rough surface.  Now and then
Polly was bumped’ so violently, in spite of the
luxurious upholstery, 'that. she thought her head
would go agh roof. -
.. They flew along, for the chanffeur, a veteran
* ak his job, knew what a life-or-death race this was,
The same miles of moorland country which had
cost Polly a panting effort with the cycle on other
oceasions were left behind in a few minutes.
‘She asked- her brother for more details, and
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- her heart she was weeping for the poop

Jack?”

called; “Betty, can -

- Oh, never mind!-
get away. "-B_\‘e,; ‘Bettyl Come on, -
A as that brother and -sister.
went downstairs, whilst Betty returped to the .

18" he said grimly.

- ignorance 7

Every Tuesday

now -and then such as ~comes of long-pentup

emotion. The doctors had thought. that Dave was
really doing better. They had been Fejoicing that
his case had been "pulled through without any
need for an operation after all, 'Then, this morn-
ing, there had bheen this alarming relapse.

Polly said nothing as her brother lapsed into )

silence. On and .on romped the ear. -L-FUuInp,
irump! from the warning hern at cross-ways on
the lonely moor; then—whurr ! on again as fast
as ever. But as to whether they would be in time
—ah, who could sayt : P g
No tears trickled down Polly’s cheeks, but in
lad, hex
brothei’s staunch ehum ever, dear to all of them
as a family, endeared to her by so much that
quiet loyalty had meant as times. Their Dave—

“quiet, shy Dave—straight as a die, one to rely
 upon when mere assertivo -friends were failing

utterty—and they were going to lose him!
Presently she turned fo Jack.
“What about you, Jack, dear?®
“Oh, never mind about me, Polly.”
“But,” she persisted. gently, “I want to know.

" Is Rennard as much down on yon as ever? Your

House-mastex1” . ’
“Don’t ask ‘me to talk abouk. Mr, Lethbury!
He may be_all right, but he can’t see through

‘Rennard. None of*them can.””

“ Anyway, things are no worse than they were,

He did nob answer,
guess that. things really were worse. :
. “Is there nothing—nothing yow ‘can say, Jack,
that counld .be at all cheeringi® she exclaimed.
in an anguished tone.’ “ And only an hour or so
ago I was feeling so happy, feeling that all was

. going to come nright soom, ¥ called at Tanner's
" Lane this afternoon. T had my first talk” with one

.of the Marlowes—with Vi . the daughter.”
" Jack roused out of black dejection..

“Did you find eut, Polly, for certain ?”

“Nothmg .for certain,” she ‘sighed. “How
could 1, at the first interview, and when you had
nuplored me to be careful not to fauff the whole
‘thing at the start?” E

“Iknow,” he nodded. “Of eonrse you couldn’t.
It's ‘something if you have got acquainted with
them without raising suspicion,”

“YWell, T think 1 did do that,” the murmured,

“And I shall be seeing them again on Monday—

- that is, I suppose I shall.  Oh, ¥ skell find out what

you want to know if only T ean have sufficient
time, Jack {?

“1 can tell you exactly how much time there
he s “A fortnight.”

His sister turfied in her seat, to eye him in a
startled, horrified way. 2 o g
L Jack h, you don’t mean——*
C“Yve a fortnight ‘more at Grangemoor—:
that’s: all,” he said through. clonched teeth. *I
dare say I should have been sent home before this
if it hadn’t becn for Dave's illness.”

“Jackl It is really as serions as that?” ghe
gasped. .

1 didn’t want you to know—not with all this
worry and grief on account of Dave; but what's
the use of letting fou go _on to_Grangemoor .in

You'll soon be told there. I know

one chap, anyway, who will just delight in telling’
you, and that's Gerald Rennard: The unspeak--
able cad!” Jack sdded, in @ raging way. “The
day I go——"" *And he clenched his fists.

- Polly put = hand soothingly to her brother’s™
¥ bro - shoulder, but for a full minute she conld say
he gave them, his Voice having a litile crack init

nothing. - There was another blare on the motor-

apd - sa Pnl.iy could onjy. .



wopence

Loen, and then the car drew out warily on to a
better voad, although it was not a main highway,
The name “Sewanlake ¥ was on- one pointing arm

a sign-post.

“We've come along at a lick !’ Jack commented,
pecring out. “Scen be there now, Polly.”

“Yos. But, Jack, whyr—why hzas it come fo

your being sent home in a fortnight’s time?”

He passed a hand through his ruffled hair

“Because I haven't the means of proving my
case against Rennard—that- he's a cad, not fit to
be a prefect! Becanse I'm a bad hand at taking
blows sitting down, Polly.” -

“ And ho has been hitting at you, has he ?”

“All the time. You know the sort of hitting—
always with a fair ‘excuse to offer. I was up
before Lethbury for striking Rennard, Well, the
brute got me roused, so that I saw red. Leth-

=11

Linton, you might have the decency not to give trouble while poor Dave Lawdor is

- Mow.

i1,” séid the prefact. oliguﬁaahod round upor him fiercely.
a
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“Pam’s -parents, I understand, came over to
Grangemoor to sce Dave the other afternoon,”
Jack remarkod huskily. “They didn’t sce me, of
course; I was in school. Polly, old girl, how do
you feel now?” R <

“TI'm all right, Jack.” -

“You don’t look it, As for me, I keep on feel-
ing as if I must make a silly ass of myself over
Dave. But I can’t help it, Polly.”

He added wretchedly:

“You know, it’s pretty clear now .that Dave
was never as strong aus we thought him. That
accounts for his being always so quiet, eh? Must
have folt tired often withont saying anything.”
© “I don’t know,” sighed Polly. *Life’s funny.”

“If he’d been well at this time, he’d have been
getting over to Barncombe to do what's fallen
I know he would have,”

to you to do, Polly.

““You are a fine one to. falk

ut ‘ poor ' Dave ! ' she blazed out.

bury, thinking all the world of Rennard as a
pre., says I must apologize.”
“ “And you wouldn't

“8ee me apologising to Rennard! So then
Lethbury takes me to the Head. Lecture shout
how discipline must be preserved and all that guff.
Quitp all right if Rennard were fit to be a pre,
Well, there is still just a chance, T suppose; but
it all depends on you, Polly. I'm sorry it should
Jhave come upon you like this,” Jack added, his
voice husky,  “IF I haven't handed in a written
apology, to be read before the whole school, by
this day fortnight home I go, And I'am.just not
goin; to. apologise.” :

#No, Jack, don't vou'!” said Polly. She put a
hand into his, *You just leave it to me.”

The talk lapsed again. Now the speeding car
wis running past the great private park of Swan-
ale. 55 . .

gulped Jack, ‘“Ilo was that sort of chap—a pall
Well, here we are!”

The car was furning in at the main entrance to
Cirangemoor School, .

Peoring out, Polly mnoticed instantly that no
games were being played, although the rolled
grass could not have looked more inviting, all
shiny in the mecllow sunshine. Plenty of boys
were to be scen, but they were only standing or
walking about in subdued groups.

With a swish of its fat tyres, the car swung
from the main drive on to a gravelled stretch lead-
ing to the isolated “san.” It pulled up quietly,
and Jack jumped out to help his sister alight, |

No one was there to receive them. They went
in by the grey stone porch and hushecf their
mounting steps. Polly knew that the place was
always as silent as this, but now it was like the
silence of a sepulchre,



Ig3

Suddenly they enceuntered a tall, grave gentle-
man goming down. He stopped to speak. It was
Dave’s lawyer guardian. He looked worn out
with so much watehing at the bedside.

“Ali,. Miss Polly,” ho greeted her, inclining
his grey head with an old-time courtesy, “how
are you, my dear 7’ ; E 3 '

“How is ha now?” she whispered. “We are
not too late—Jack and 177 g

“No.” And her heart went on beating again.
“But he is very, -very far gone now, poor boy.
It is' the saddest thing I have cver kuown, If
I lose him—"" The old gentleman took out
handkerchief and blew his nese. “There has not
been ‘much sentiment in my life, young people.
I am reckoned to be a stern old fellew, I kiiow,
=R e ek el it

“I may go-on up fo the ward with my brother
—may- E1” Polly faltered. “I can be brave.”

“Ah, my dear, it would be no use! Ile would
not knmow you,” was the quavered answer. ‘It
wotld only distress you. But I am very glad to
know that you  are . here—available at _any
moment, I will frankly confess,” 1he guaidian

. smiled bravely,.“I have felt a httle jealons of all
you Eintens at {imes.” He scemed to feel he was:
one_of " you.” ? ]

“I may sec him?” pleaded Polly, “Now 7"

But ‘again there was.a firm shake of the hiead,

“Your sister had better report to.the heud-
mistress’ wife, perhaps?” the lawyer suggested to
Jack. “Yeu have been very: quick, fetching your
sister from Morcove, and I am npone the less
grateful, my "bey, although her immediate
presence is nobt advisable, after all. In a little
while, perhaps—we must hope =

“¥es, siv,” said Jack dally.
now 1" : :
“But I want to sec him! Oh, please! All
right,” ‘She put a check upon horself next

moment, " and they ' went down - behind the

guardian, ‘following him into the open air.

“Polly, comp away

rass; walking to and fro, hands’ ¢lasped behind
i, e
Smiled upon their way by him, brother and
sister drifted towards Head’s homse, -

The thrashes were singing Iustily in the old
elms, 3

“It doesn’ti scem’ possible,” Polly, exclaimed,
dully taking in the bright scene.
-+ “Ome of the best,” said Jack.

¢ “Neover another
like him. Ob, I can't stand-it! .

I shall——

“H'ssh! Jack, -somehow 1 feel that he will"
Ok, but he won't! I don’t know )

live. Jf he———
what—what we should do1”

She aied a little suddenly, then pulled: herself -

together again, .

“And pew,” muitered Jack a minute later,
“here’s that Rennard 1" .

It may
that so many of Jacl's schoolfellows, loitering
" about in an aimless manner, had kept aloof from
him and his sister, but it seemed to Polly as if,
cven-at such a time as this, her brother was bein
. avoided. Cruel that the only fcllow to approach

should ‘be this hateful prefect! ;

“Ah, so yowve got back, Linton! How do?”
Rennard smiled at Polly, who gave hLim a scathing
look. “¥Yawre to_stay the night, if necessary,
in Head’s house. Perhaps you know 1"

8he did net answer, but the silent scoin could
not hanish his secure, supereilious look.

“Where_are you going, Linton $” ?

“Me? I'm ccoing my sister to Head's house,
of course.” ’
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© crowded

He .
had only eome. down. totake a twrn upon the

have been out of kindly considoration -

Every Twsday

“Well, don’t be long. No hanging about over
there. That was. never intended. Have the
decency not to give trouble whilst poor Dave
Lawder is—’ 5 | i
~ Polly, who had put her back te tlie prefeet,
flashed round with a pent-up < Qh¥’ :
. “You're a fine one to talk about ¢ poor Pave * '
she blazed out, h = Rt

“Why?” he retorted blandly.

“You don’t sup-
pose I'm not sorry? I can he

sorry enough for

© DPave Lawder, Miss Pert; but as for this brother
s .

of yours—hardly! 3
_“Come away, Jack!” his sister implored fran-
tically, for Jack had taken a stride and was
standing before the tall prefect, breathing hard.
“Ah, but ¢an you wonder, Polly 3’ was Jack’s
raging murmur as:they moved on together, *that
T've so let myself go at times?  Iye only got that
fortnight now, and then—finish |
. 8he dropped a hand caressingl
. A fortnight, Jack. I should be able to manage
it in the time.. Oh; T am sure I wilt be ablo to—
to save you after all by finding out in time! If
only I can go on. I mean,” she added, spegking -
mare to herself than to him, “if only Dave wi

Live P

dovn his sleeve. ®

. v .. - " - i
Late that evening, at Moicove Scheol, MMiss
Somerfield was onthe 'phone again with the wife .
of Grangemocor’s hear ber. | 2

Avware of the general anxiety in her own schoof,
Miss Somerfield was going te make an announce.
ment -at the final muster of the day. But there
were some girls who were fold before then.

“I have just been to Miss Somerfield to ask,”
was Betty's remark as she came back to o very |
e Study 12. “Pelly won't be back to-'
night.” - . :

Nobody voiced any contment on this, Thronged
though the study was, there had been very hitle
talk.  Now Betty's chums leb silence show. how . -
gravely her next utterance was being awaited.

“As for Daye,” the Form captain added sigh-
ingly—“poor Dave Lawder! I am ufraid some
of us will never see him again, givls! He is not
expected, to last the night,” .

And still thoe others remained mute. Theirs
was a sadness now far too deep for words. Pauls
Creel gave a sudden sob, and hastily fumbled
for her handkerchief, ' . 3

“Yos, Well,” Pam said at last, very softly,
‘““in that case,” of course, we shall cancel the play.™

(ithers nodded.

“We couldn’t do anythin? else mow,” mur-
mured the Form captain sadly. “In. any case, 1
don’t ‘see how it could be carried on. We are
lost_avithout Pelly.’t

“We are” agreed Madge, with quiet emphasiz,

“And Polly,” added Betty, “§ this “terrible
thing does happen, wilt be heartbroken. She will
be fit for nothing for weeks.” "

The Form captain said-it, knowing it to be the
inevitable, but not knowing that only twe short
wecks were left to Polly in.whieh to right her
brother and save him from expulsion—if only’
Fate would let hert ; :

2 {END OF THIY WEEK’S STORY.)

Things. indeed fook black for the girl who is
usually the marry madeap of the Ferms, Never
has Poly Linton experienced such werry and such
sorrow at one and the same time. What is to
happen now? You must read next week’s great
long complete Morcove tale, “WHAT MORE
COULD POLLY DO?’ Make sure of. securing
Your next copy of SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN by
ordering it now, . :



